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Heaven CAN Wait 


Author's Notes: 


Merry Christmas, Autumn Moon :) | hope I've done your wish justice. 
As always, | do not own any part of Iron Maiden, its music, members, or any other part of the band. | also do 


not own any other musician who happens to make their way into my fics. 


Steve Harris had fallen asleep in a hospital chair hours after waiting for his best friend to complete his 
appointment. How he had managed to fall asleep at all was an odd miracle. He hadn't slept much at all in the 
few months since his best friend Bruce had been diagnosed with Tongue Cancer. Those who only knew Steve's 
business side believed the bass player was only anxious because the singer of his band was sidelined by voice 
changing illness. But those who really knew Steve knew better. Though difficult, he had survived several years 
without Bruce being the vocalist in his band. If worse came to worse, he could always make a single phone call, 
and have thousands of promising young vocalists groveling at his feet. The most selfish part of him wanted to 
hold an audition again just for that all powerful feeling of being a respected musician. Losing Bruce as a vocalist 


would hardly be a problem for him. 


He could live without Bruce as a singer. He could not live without Bruce as a best friend. For a while, he had 
lost Bruce as a best friend. Though his band had survived musically, he had not gotten through those tough 
years well. When Bruce left Maiden, Steve felt a betrayal that he had never felt before. Not many people 
dared to betray Steve's trust. But like with every other human being, it happened to him occasionally. With 
most cases, he just washed his hands clean of the lying bastards and moved on. But with Bruce he was 
blindsided and left unable to let it go. Bruce had been so kind to him, even when he felt like the whole world 
was against him. How could the man who gave Steve a shoulder to cry on after a bad show or negative print 


article, be the same man who left him out to dry without a word? To this day, he still couldn't figure it out. 


Whatever the reason, Bruce was back in his life again, had been for over a decade. Things between the two of 
them had gone mostly back to normal, thank God. But Steve was left with an open emotional wound, one that 
always left him believing that Bruce would one day leave him again. Loving Bruce again like a brother was not 
an issue at all. TRUSTING Bruce again was something that Steve still struggled with on a daily basis. There was 
an itching feeling that his best friend would vanish without a trace, leaving him with a broken heart and a deep 


loneliness only the singer could aid. 


Unfortunately, that itching feeling of Steve's was proven valid a few months ago. It would not come in the 
form of Bruce wanting to go his own way, however. This was much worse. Steve's best friend, the star in his 
night sky, had been diagnosed with cancer. Steve had held his best friend's hand as his own heart was broken 
back then. The tears falling from the ailing singer fell onto Steve's neck and shoulders as the bass player 
wrapped him up so tightly in his arms he worried he might break the smaller man. Since the diagnosis, Steve 
had spent every night having flashbacks of those cries. The sounds of the strong man broken had made Steve 
realize how temporary life could be. They also served as a cruel reminder that his best friend could be taken 
from him at any minute. The thought terrified him, though he never expressed it to Bruce, who had quite 
enough to worry about. He kept his fear and loneliness bottled up, until he couldn't take them anymore. 


One of his favorite bass guitars was now in several pieces from the aftermath of bottling up his emotions. 
One day he met up with Bruce after he had returned from radiation treatment. He saw the man who had once 
won a fencing tournament, flown the band to a tour venue, AND sing his heart out for an entire set in a single 
weekend. That same man looked broken, like a child's toy after a sibling fight, unable to function. Before Bruce 
had greeted Steve that day, he had gone into an uncontrollable coughing fit, sounding much like he might cough 
up one of those prize winning lungs of his. The voice that could still create the shriek from "The Number of 
the Beast" with frightening precision was raspy and thin. His hair was thin, and his eyes had surken in. Steve 
had to hold onto his friend as he wretched the tea and cake they had just eaten into a park trashcan. When he 
was finished, Bruce looked at Steve like he wished his pain could be over. The sight still haunted Steve's dreams 
every single night. 


After tea with Bruce that day, which ended in Bruce saying "This is really getting to the best of me old friend. 
l'm not sure if | can carry on like this.", Steve lost control. He went into the basement of his house, barely 
holding back tears in front of his children. He cranked on some music, and set about exploding all of the 
negative emotions he'd held back since his best friend had been diagnosed with cancer. He used the hands he'd 
spent his life creating things with to destroy everything in his band room. Unfortunately, this included one of 
his most prized bass guitars. The blue Fender bass he'd played during the epic World Slavery tour lay in 


shambles at his feet. He sat next to it and sobbed, hoping no one would hear. He wanted to be alone. He needed 


to grieve. 
"Steve.. Steve." 


A whispered voice tried waking the bass player from his fretful slumber. But it was rare for Steve to get any 
sleep at all, so when he did sleep, he went to coma like levels of unconsciousness. The body belonging to the 
whispered voice placed a frail hand on Steve's shoulder and shook him. There was still no sign of life from 


Steve, and the other man was becoming impatient. 

"Wake the fuck up, Harry! | swear I'll hit youl", a slightly firmer whisper warned. 

Fortunately, the bassist woke up at the sound of his old nickname being used. He was groggy and his vision was 
blurred It took him a minute or two to realize who the person was that interrupted his slumber. His best 
friend Bruce was standing above him holding hospital paperwork His face was red, as though he had been 
crying for a while before he met up with his friend Oh no, thought Steve. Oh, no, no, no. He just got bad news. 
He's dying. My best friend is dying. How will | live without him. Oh no. 

"Bruce? Are you done already? How did it go?", Steve mumbled. 

"Already? | have been gone for two hours? Enough time for the nurses to perform every test imaginable on 
me. | think one of them was flirting with me. She kept asking if | needed a prostate exam. | have a tumor in MY 
NECK, for fuck's sakes.", Bruce rambled. 


The weaker man began another terrifying choking fit, and Steve immediately rose to pat him on the back in 


comfort. 

“Shhh... It will be okay, Bruce. Calm down, alright? Calm down, and tell me how it went", he said. 

Bruce nodded. 

"Not here. | need to tell you this in private", he said between coughs. 

"| know just the place", Steve said. 

When Steve was a kid, he'd stayed for a week in the very same hospital for a lung infection During that time, 
he'd found an abandoned shed where he could play and not be picked with needles. To his delight, when he took 
Bruce to the doctor's for this checkup, he saw that the shed was still there. He took Bruce's hand and led him 
there at once. 


"This is a weird place, but it will do. Harry, | have some news", Bruce said. 


Steve tried not to think of the worst option, but he couldn't help himself. 


"Okay? Tell me then. Out with it", he said, instantly regretting his tepid response. 
Bruce bit his lip, and Steve saw tears flow from his best friend's cheeks. 
"Steve..", he said, pausing to choke down a sob, "It's gone." 

"What's gone?", Steve asked, clueless. 

"The tumor. It's gone. It's gone completely. I've been cured", Bruce said. 


Steve was so stunned he couldn't speak. Tears clouded his eyes. He and Bruce were both expecting bad news 


Today. 
"But.. the doctors..", Steve stammered. 


"The doctors fuck up once and awhile, and this time it actually worked out to my favorl", Bruce said. "| saw the 


scans myself. There are no tumors, not even specks of ones!" 


Steve didn't normally display a lot of emotions, not even toward his best friend. But this time was an 
extraordinary exception. The friend he believed might die was going to live. He burst into tears and threw his 


arms around his best friend. Bruce hugged Steve back, and began crying as well 


"Oh thank God", Steve sobbed, "I thought the tumors had remained. | thought you were going to have to 


endure more treatment. | thought..." 
He couldn't bring himself to say "I thought you might be dying". 


"| thought so too! The treatment took so much out of me, | thought that the cancer might have won. But | get 
to fight on another day!", Bruce said. 


"Thank Christ. This is some of the happiest news of my life, apart from the news of my children”, Steve said, 
quickly tacking on the last part. 


"You really think so? Is this really such great news for you that you pair it with the birth of your children?", 
Bruce asked, genuinely touched. 


"Absolutely, Bruce. You're my best friend. The news that you have cheated death and will fight on for another 
day.. | just can't think of any news greater than that. My heart is bursting with gratitude. You are okay. You." 


Steve couldn't help himself, he began to cry again. Bruce wrapped him up in his arms and let him cry. He 
wasn't expecting quite so much of an over the top reaction from his typically reserved friend. It was touching 
his heart, and making him more grateful than ever to be alive to see it. 


"I am okay, Harry. Hts alright. | am here, and | am okay.", he whispered. 


Steve cried for another minute, squeezing Bruce tight. Now that he knew that Bruce was for sure going to 
live, there was a feeling he needed to address. It wasn't a permanent feeling, just an acute, nagging feeling that 
he needed to get off of his chest. It began when he knew that Bruce might die. At that point he realized he 
couldn't live without Bruce. He realized that he loved his friend with all his heart. He became obsessed with the 
need to show his love to Bruce. They could never be together, Bruce was married and Steve was heterosexual 
almost to a fault. But he needed to show Bruce that he loved him, and he knew that the time to do that was 


now. 
"Bruce", he said, pulling himself off of Bruce's chest to look him in the eyes. 
"Yes, my dear friend..", Bruce replied. 


"There is something | need to do. It might freak you out. But | need to do this. | have gotten a second chance 


with you, and | cannot waste it”, Steve said. 
"Okay..", Bruce said. 


Shaking with nerves, Steve decided to make his move. He needed to do this fast, before Bruce had a chance to 

react. He cupped his best friend's face in both hands. He looked deep into his weakened, but still intense brown- 
eyed stare. Then he gave him the lightest kiss on the lips. Bruce let out a surprised noise but didn't shove him 
away. Steve let the kiss linger on for a few seconds, then he let go of Bruce completely. He ran a hand through 


his hair, feeling genuinely embarrassed. 


"I'm so sorry, Bruce. | just thought that if | never kissed you, | would regret it for the rest of my life. | know 
we can't be together. But | love you, and | needed to show you. Consider it my token of gratitude for you being 


cured and all", Steve rambled. 


Bruce stood still for a moment, genuinely stunned. He was not expecting this kind of reaction at all from Steve. 
He too, had spent years loving the bassist, but knew they could never be together. It was a fierce, star- 
crossed love that could never be. It endlessly frustrated Bruce, though he had long since accepted it. He was 
happily married now, and he never regretted that for a second. Still, now that he had a chance to display his 
own feelings, he couldn't help it. 


"Thank you, Harry", he said with a cheeky grin, "That was quite a "token". Here is one of my own" 


He stood on his tiptoes, and placed a gentle hand on the back of Steve's head. Then he gave Steve a small kiss 
in return. Steve wrapped his arms around Bruce, and Bruce saw that as an invitation to keep going. He gave 
Steve a stronger kiss, not quite daring to enter his mouth, but kissing him enough to make them both dizzy 
with happiness. Then he quickly stepped back, a wide, slightly embarrassed grin on his face. 


"Consider that a token of gratitude for you being my best friend", he joked. 
Steve grinned, then addressed the feeling stinging his heart. 

'| love you, Bruce, with every fiber of my being", Steve said. 

‘| love you, too, Harry. You make me grateful to be alive", Bruce replied. 


They let this feeling of love remain between them for a few more uninterrupted moments. Then it was time to 


return to normal life. Steve was the first to break the silence, though he was the one who regretted it most 
"Well, you should probably tell the wife and kids that you are okay", he said, ever the dutiful one of the pair. 
Bruce nodded regretfully. 

"Shit, you are right. They are all probably sick with worry about me", he replied. 


They began walking back to the hospital together. Their hearts were both hurting from the love they had for 
each other but could never share. Both were grateful, however, to have such a friend as the other. Without 
thinking about it, Bruce reached for Steve's hand. Steve hesitated for a moment, then grasped it with all his 
might. His best friend was still alive, there was still a hand to hold, still warm blood pumping into his heart. 
Steve would always find himself wanting more, but at that moment, all of that was more than enough. He 
walked with his miracle of a best friend, hand in hand, as they approached the newly cemented future 
together. 


My best friend is still living, Steve thought as his thumb pressed against the inside of Bruce's wrist. He felt 
the blood pump in Bruce's arteries, and felt gratitude he couldn't even begin to describe. My best friend has 


been cured. 


